Somewhere | Belong 


Author: Cat 

Bands: Korn 

Characters: Jonathan Davis 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Thu Aug 19 2004 03:51:38 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Prologue 


None of the following is true. No malice is/was intended, and the pairing of Chester Bennington and Jonathan 


Davis comes from my own warped ickle mind. 


December ‘04 
Metal Hammer prints a statement issued by both Chester Bennington and Linkin Park 


"h response to the continued rumours, it is with sadness that we confirm that Chester Bennington and Jonathan 
Davis have split 


Unfortunately, the split has not been as amicable as was hoped, and Chester is asking his and Linkin Park's fans to 
give him the space he needs to get over his separation 


We cannot, unfortunately, refute any allegations of physical abuse. We can also confirm that Chester's injures, 
sustained during the Projekt Revolution four, were not, as reported due to a ‘skateboarding accident, but as a 


result of an altercation with Jonathan Davis. Legal action is pending." 


January ‘05 
Rolling Stone publishes a full page advertisement trom the members of Korn 


‘ft has come to our attention over the holiday period that a totally unfounded and untrue allegation was levelled at 
Jonathan Davis. This advertisement will try to set the record straight. 


We deny categorically that Jonathan Davis, at any time during his two year relationshp with Chester Bennington, 
has ever resorted to physical or mental abuse. Jonathan has nothing but love and respect for Chester, and is willing 


fo go to court fo prove his innocence. 


Chester's injuries, as stated, were not as a result of a ‘skateboarding accident: They were, however, the result of a 
physical assault by James ‘Munky’ Shaffer. To blame Jonathan of another's actions is reprehensible, and smacks of 
bitterness. 


Korn have also made a sizeable donation to a local domestic abuse charity. 


Yours Sincerely, 
Jonathan Davis 
Brian Welch 
James Shaffer 
David Silveria 
Reginald Arvizu" 


Chapter | 


Jonathan threw yet another magazine across the living room that he'd once shared with Chester. 


Ever since their acrimonious split late last year, Chester had been painting Jonathan as someone who'd taken 


great pleasure in beating him to a pulp. 

He'd conveniently forgotten that all of the thrashings that he'd mentioned in the interviews were a direct 
result of him almost begging Jonathan to use his cat o'nine tails or handcuffs on him, while Jonathan fucked 
him through the mattress. 


This whole situation made him sick. 


If there was one thing that Jonathan couldn't abide, it was someone who wanted everyone else's pity, and didn't 


care how they got it. 


What made it worse was that he still loved Chester. Still woke up at night, and reached over to put his arm 
around him. Still kept a photo of him on his bedside table. 


That made him sick, too. 


Sick, because he knew that if he was given the chance, he'd take Chester back in a heartbeat. And that, in his 


eyes, made him weak. Weak was not a word that existed in Jonathan Davis' vocabulary. 


No, Chester Bennington could go screw himself. He'd done enough moping about and crying over Chester to last 
a lifetime. It was time to go and fuck anything with a pulse. 


Chester sat and stared at the magazine that Joe had thrown onto his lap, his face a picture of shock. 

"Hm. Looks like Jonathan doesn't miss you that much these days." said Joe, a tone of disgust in his voice. 
There, staring Chester in the face, was Jonathan and his new girlfriend, some porn star he'd picked up at a 
party. They were all over each other, Jonathan's hand casually dangling over her breast, and she was nuzzling 
into his neck. 


Just like he used to. 


In fact, if he closed his eyes, he could almost smell Jonathan again 


He exhaled, loudly, as he opened his eyes again, and saw Jonathan and his bimbo staring him into the face. 
Then he ran to the toilet and threw up. 

It was Mike Shinoda who went in after him, and watched as Chester vomited before sobbing like a baby. 
"Want to talk about it?" 

Chester made his way to the sink, turning on the tap, and taking a mouthful of water before spitting it out 
‘Like you give a shit. In fact, | get the feeling that you're happy” 

Mike was puzzled 


"Why would | be happy watching you fall to pieces? I'm not the only one who knew how happy Jonathan made 
you." 


"Because now you can have me all to yourself” 
Mike let out a snort of laughter. 


‘Oh please. Okay, maybe | wasn't too happy when you guys first got together, but then | saw how good you 
were for each other. How much you love each other. | know that | can be a sneaky fucker, but I'm not that 


heartless!" 


"That's why you wanted to suck Jonathan off in front of me, though. So that you could split us up." Chester 
slid down the cold glass that was the shower door. Mike joined him, and Chester tried to pull away from him. 


"No. The reason why | did it was because Jonathan wanted to turn you on even more than you already were. 
He knew that you liked watching other people having sex; he wanted to do it so that afterwards, he could have 
his wicked way with you. Neither of us wanted to hurt you." 

Mike turned to look at Chester. 

"If anyone fucked up, Chazy, it was you. You threw Jonathan away like a wet rag, because you were too 
insecure. Munky was right. Jonathan does love you more than life itself. But the two of you are too stubborn 
to admit that you've both screwed up, and look where it's gotten you." 


He got up to leave. 


"One of you has to stop all this. It just depends on whether or not you want it badly enough." 


Another night, another party, another bimbo in his bed. 

Or was it a vacuous himbo? 

Jonathan couldn't be sure. He ran his hand down the body that lay asleep beside him. 

Okay, so it was a himbo. 

The body opened one eye, before lifting his head to look at Jonathan. 

"Don't even think about it. I'm in no fit state to do anything except sleep." 

Jonathan grinned. "I should fucking hope not. Nope, | was just checking." 

The last four months since Chester's accusation had seen Jonathan try and screw him out of his life. 
Jonathan, at the last count, had had one fling with a porn star that could suck a basketball through a straw, 
various one night stands with several Korn fans, and at least a soccer team of young brain dead guys. 

He may have been fucking anything with a pulse, but he wasn't stupid. He'd made sure to get checked out, and 
always practiced safe sex. He may have wanted to try and forget Chester, he once told Head, but he wasn't 


going to die for him. No-one was worth that, not even Chester Charles Bennington. 


In fact, Jonathan was rediscovering how much he'd been missing all those nights when he and Chester had 


stayed in to watch ‘The Exorcist" and stuff their faces with pizza. And he was planning on making up for lost 


Meanwhile, Chester was sitting at home, looking and feeling like shit. At one point, his band mates were that 
worried about him that they took it in turns to stay with him at night. One would sleep on the sofa, while 
Chester tossed and turned, trying to get some sleep. 


"F anyone fucked up, Chazy, it was you. You threw Jonathan away like a wet rag because you were foo insecure. 
Munky was right. Jonathan does love you more than life itself. But the two of you are too stubborn to admit that 
you've both screwed up, and look where its gotten you." 


Chester shook his head, and tried to stop himself from hearing Mike's words. It failed, miserably. 


‘One of you has to stop all this It just depends on whether or not you want it badly enough" 


Chester didn't know if he wanted to run after Jonathan that badly. After the photo of the porn star, Jonathan 
had been careful not to be pictured with anyone else, but he'd heard of the many conquests he'd had. It made 
him sick with hurt and jealousy, and for the first time, Chester came to the conclusion that maybe Jonathan 


was over him. 


It hit him in the stomach with all the force of one of Munky’s size eleven feet. The fact that maybe, just 


maybe, Jonathan didn't love him anymore was too much for him to take. 


It was Brad's turn on ‘Chester Watch’, as the band was calling it. He was finding it hard to settle listening to 
Chester's skinny body toss and turn on the old bed frame, making it rhythmically squeal. This had resulted in 
Brad lying on his back, one arm tucked under his head, staring at the ceiling, and counting how many times 


Chester had shifted. 
He was up to 25. 


Then it all stopped. At first Brad figured that Chester had finally dropped off to sleep. He settled down, and 


made himself as comfortable as he could on the sofa, his eyes struggling to stay open 


Then he heard it. He heard Chester's footsteps as he walked across his room, towards the bathroom. He heard 
Chester opening the door and going in. And then he heard the shower start up. 


This wasn't right. Brad knew that Chester loved taking hot showers, but not at 430 in the morning. He decided 
to go up and check on Chester anyway. 


Chester stood under the hot water, steam surrounding him like a wet blanket. He reached over to the hot tap, 
and increased the amount of water streaming over him, hissing loudly as it began to burn his skin. Trying not 
to remember Jonathan wasn't working. Neither was trying to forget him. Every time he closed his eyes, he 


could still see Jonathan's face, filled with regret, after he'd tried to make him horny. 

Trying to forget Mike's words wasn't easy either. 

Probably because he was right. Chester had thrown Jonathan away like a wet rag, and all because he was too 
insecure. But then again, Jonathan didn't seem to be too bothered about losing him. If he was, then he wouldn't 
be out every night of the week, fucking anything with a pulse. Chester braced himself against the wall and let 


the nausea wash over him. 


Brad entered the bathroom just in time to see Chester throwing up in the shower. He thanked anyone holy 


that he wasn't squeamish, as it splashed against the glass door, and watched as Chester continued to retch, 
even when there was nothing else down there. His stomach heaved again, and he retched so hard that tears 
were running down his face. 

"Chester? You okay?" 

Now there's a dumb question, Brad thought. 


One last retch, then Chester lifted his face up towards the shower, and washed his tears away. 


"Bullshit." 
Chester stared at Brad. 
"And what's that supposed to mean?" he asked, an angry edge to his voice. 


"I'd believe it if you actually had anything to eat today." 


Chester tried to think of what he'd forced himself to eat before he'd gone to bed. "Um.......macaroni and 


cheese?" 

"And when did you last eat before that?" shot back Brad 

"Three days ago” 

"Turn the shower off, Chester. You're coming downstairs, and you're going to eat something’ 


"l'm not hungry." Chester went back to washing himself, and tried to ignore Brad. Brad merely looked at 


Chester, a determined look on his face. 


‘lm not asking you, Chester, I'm telling you. You are coming downstairs and you are going to eat" There was a 


pause, before Brad came out with his knockout punch. 
| bet Jonathan's not exactly starving himself." 


"What?" Chester blinked as he wiped away the water from his face. 


"Yeah. | bet he's got a perfectly healthy appetite. And here you are, starving yourself because he's out with 
whichever slut takes his fancy." Brad poked his head around the shower door. "Now, are you coming 


downstairs, or do | have to drag you down?" 


Chester sighed. "Alright. I'll eat. Anything to shut you up." Brad turned and left the bathroom, a triumphant 
smile on his face. Chester turned the water off, and grabbed at a towel, wrapping it around his waist before 


heading towards his bedroom. 


Chapter 2 


The scent of scrambled eggs and toast was drifting up the stairs as Chester dried himself off. If he was 


honest, the smell was making him feel nauseous again. 

Nausea. 

The only thing apart from emptiness that he was capable of feeling these days. He'd gone past feeling hurt, 
lonely and rejected weeks ago. Jonathan looked as if he'd never had any of those feelings at all. Chester felt as 
if he was the only one in their relationship that was carrying any of the emotional baggage. 

He let out a snort of laughter. 

"Hal We met in a toilet, and now our relationship's gone down the toilet!" 

For some reason, Chester found this hilarious, and began to fall apart laughing. He sat on his bed, clad in only 
his boxer shorts, and fell backwards, tears of laughter rolling down his face. His laughter bounced off of the 


walls, and he gasped for breath, still laughing hysterically. 


Brad had just tipped the scrambled eggs out onto a plate, when he heard Chester laughing like a madman. So, 


being the naturally inquisitive one, he made his way upstairs to Chester's room. 
"Hey, Chazy! You okay?" 


He stuck his head around the door to find Chester lying on the bed, now alternating between howls of laughter 
and heart wrenching sobs. Brad felt like throwing his arms around him and holding him. 


"Chester? Chester? Come on, up." 
He put his arms around Chester, and pulled him up to sitting. 


"He's gone. He's gone, and it's all my fucking fault!" sniffed Chester, a sad smile on his face. "I pushed him away 


because | was too stupid to realise that it was my head playing tricks on me." 
Brad put an arm around Chester's shoulder. 

"Well, at least we're getting somewhere. You want my two cents?" 

Chester nodded, and reached for a Kleenex. 


"I bet Jonathan's feeling the same way as you. He's probably feeling just as hurt and lonely as you are. He's 
just doing a very good job at hiding it" 


"Oh yeah, that's why he looks as if he's having the time of his life, fucking anything alive. Because he's missing 


me." Chester sneered. 

"Look, this is your way of dealing with it. Feeling sorry for yourself, puking in the shower, and basically falling 
apart. But everyone is different. Maybe Jonathan's doing this to make everybody think that he's strong, that 
he doesn't need you. How do you know that he isn't just as fucked up as you? Don't forget, he's the master at 
putting on his game face and facing the world head on. Remember how he handled things when the press found 
out you guys were together?" 

Chester smiled. "Oh yeah. | was the one worrying myself sick, and he was the one saying; "Fuck ‘em. If they 
don't like it, that's their problem, not mine." He thought that | was being stupid by letting everyone else's 
opinion get to me." 

Brad nodded in agreement. "So, answer me this. Do you miss Jonathan?" 

"More than anything else in this world" 

"Do you think that you were the one who fucked up?" 

"Oh yeah." 

"And do you want Jonathan back?" 

"Yes. But does he want me back, that's the question Or more to the point, would he want me back?" 

‘Only one way to find out." 

"Hm?" 

"Ask him." 

"No way" Chester shot back, defensively. 

"Only way you'll find out." 

"I can see how that'll go. ‘Hi, Nonie? Its me, Chester. Do you still love me? Not fucking likely." 

Brad got up, and walked over to Chester's dresser. He picked up the photo that Chester had tried to get rid of, 
but couldn't. It was the photo of Jonathan and Chester hugging, Jonathan standing bare-chested behind 


Chester. Jonathan resting his chin on Chester's shoulder, Chester's hands resting on Jonathan's arms. 


“Still hanging on to this?" 


"Can't throw it away. Too many good memories." replied Chester, pulling on an old t-shirt he'd swiped from 


Jonathan. He put on an old pair of track bottoms before going over to where Brad was standing. 
Brad looked at the shirt. 
"Don't tell me. ‘Too many good memories'?" 


Chester looked down at what he was wearing. "You could say that. Although | don't think you want to know 


what we were doing before | ‘borrowed’ this.” 


"| can hazard a guess. Fucking pervert." laughed Brad. Chester smiled, his face lighting up for the first time in 


months. 
"No, that's Nonie. | just liked being his ickle toy. And let me tell you, he liked playing with this particular toy." 
Brad grimaced, and then winced. "Too much information, buddy." 


"So | take it you don't want to know about what he could do with his tongue and a tub of chocolate ice cream, 
then?" grinned Chester. 


"Any chance of you making me some more?" replied Chester. 
"Might be. If you call Jonathan" 
"Looks like I'm not eating, then" said Chester, turning to go back to bed. Brad stood at the top of the stairs. 


"Okay, I'll make a deal with you. I'll cook you something else to eat, if you give any other member of Korn a 


call. Even if it is only to find out how Jonathan's doing. It can't hurt" 
"Wanna bet? Munky hates my guts as it is. Remember the kicking the fucker gave me?" 


"Look, Chazy, given the state that Jonathan was in, even / would have kicked your butt. You've got all of the 
guys' numbers. Pick one and ring them. The least they can say is ‘fuck off." sighed Brad. 


Chester wasn't making anything easier, especially for himself. It was a talent of Chester's that he hadn't 


noticed until now, and boy, was it irritating. 


"You're not going to let this go, are you?" Chester said, standing at the top of the stairs. It was a stupid 
question, really. Brad could be like a pit bull with a bone at times. Once he had the bit between his teeth, that 


was it. He wasn't letting go. 


"Nope. So. Is it a deal, then?" 

"Okay, okay! Ill call one of them. After you make us both something to eat 

Brad went over to Chester, and patted the top of his head 

"There's a good boy. Now, roll over and play dead" 

Chester gave Brad the finger as he walked down the stairs. "Fuck you, buddy. tm no-one's fucking bitch!" 


‘Oh, yes you are. Didn't you used to be Davis' bitch?" The pair of them laughed again, before Chester replied, 
"Hey, watch it! For all you know, | might be his bitch again. And he can get very protective of his ‘bitch’ 


Brad put on his best ‘girly’ voice. "Ooh, get youl” 
"Nope, there's only one person getting me, and that's Jonathan. | hope." 


"So do |, Chazy. So do |" 


Chapter 3 


David swore under his breath as the phone began to ring, loudly. It always happened when he'd just gotten into 


a shower. 


"Alright, alright, l'm coming!" he yelled, to no-one in particular. Water dripped all over the carpet in his 


bedroom as he ran to grab the receiver. 


"Yol" 


A look of barely disguised disgust came over David's face. What the fuck did Chester want? 


"Oh. And why are you calling me? Shouldn't you be calling one of those magazines you spoke to? Or can't you 


remember the last time Jonathan beat you up?" 


Chester winced on the other end of the phone. He'd asked for that. But then again, he'd been hurt and angry 


when he gave those interviews. He took a deep breath before continuing. 
"I know, and I'm sorry. | was pissed at Jonathan at the time, but | know that what | said was wrong." 
"Don't tell me you're sorry. Tell Jonathan 


David sat on the bed, wondering just why, after almost six months, Chester was calling now. Hadn't he done 


enough damage? 


Although he didn't know why he was asking. 

It was obvious how Jonathan was. The last he'd heard, Jonathan was seeing Chris Cornell on the sly. And from 
what he'd heard, Chris wasn't the sort to let Jonathan turn him into his bitch. If anything, Jonathan would 
probably end up being Chris bitch. 

"How thoughtful." sneered David. 


"Eight months after you humiliate him on stage, six after you lied and told the world that he physically abused 
you, you finally decide to ask how he is. Pardon me if | don't think its touching." 


'I-I-1 only asked..." stammered Chester. 


Shit. 
Jonathan must have really taken it badly. 


His stomach tightened, the now usual feeling of nausea starting to wash over him. He swallowed, trying to push 


the urge to vomit away. 

"Since you asked, Jonathan's falling apart. Sure, it looks like he's gotten over you. | wish he had, but he hasn't. 
He's screwing anything with a pulse, and though | know he'll kill me for telling you, there's nights where he 
cries himself to sleep. You might as well have handed him a bottle of Jagermeister and told him to drink 
himself to hell. You've got a lot to answer for, Bennington” David snarled. 

He may have been the baby of his band, but he was not to be crossed. 

There was silence from Chester. So Jonathan was hurting as much as he was. Not that it was any comfort. He 


decided to take the bull by the balls and ask the question that he'd been gearing himself up to ask for the 


past week 


David burst out laughing. "God only knows why, but, yes, he does. It's like someone's torn his arm off. Certain 
things set him thinking, like if one of the guys asks for anything chocolate flavoured. And he still has that 
photo of you two on his bedside locker. Yes, Chester, he misses you. Why ask that question?" 

“Because | miss him too. | fucked up." 

Chester's voice shook as he vainly fought the urge to cry. David stared at the phone in disbelief. 

Holy fucking shit. 

Chester sounded like he was telling the truth. 

"Chester? Are you okay?" 

"If someone asks me if I'm okay once more, | swear, I'm going to rip their balls offll snapped Chester. 

"No, I'm not okay! | feel like shit! If you really want to know, | haven't eaten properly in almost five months! | 
spend most of my day either trying to eat or with my head down the toilet throwing up! | miss Nonie every 
minute of every day, and if this crap keeps going on, I'll end up starving to death! No, I'm not okay, or fine, or 


anything else!" 


David could hear Chester fall to pieces on the other end of the phone, and it wasn't an enjoyable experience. 


"Chill out, Chester! Look, I'm sorry that | snapped at you. | gotta go take a shower, Chazy. Do you want me to 


swing by your place?" he asked, a softer tone to his voice. 


If you want to. | don't want you to come because you feel sorry for me. | brought this on myself, 


remember?" Chester replied. 


"I do want to. I'm still pissed at you for those lies you had printed about Jonathan, but by the looks of it, you 


want him back." 


"You have no idea how much | want him back, David. You have absolutely no idea how much | miss him." said 


Chester, softly. David smiled. 


"You can tell me when | get over to your place." 


Chester hung up, and swallowed again, feeling his nausea fade slightly. Brad nudged him in the ribs, a little too 
hard. 


"Hey!" he shouted, and poked Brad back 

"Was that really so hard?" 

wis 

"What did David say?" asked Brad 

"That he's coming over. Apparently, you were right. Jonathan isn't coping as well as | thought he was" 
A triumphant smile spread across Brad's face. 

Chester sighed. "Go on" 

"What?" 

"You know you want to say it" 

"Say what?" 


"Say ‘| told you so'.” 


"Oh, okay then. | told you so." 
"Feel better?" 
"Slightly. When did David say he'd be here?" 


"When he'd finished showering. Whenever that is." 


David got into his car, feeling slightly ashamed of himself. If Munks ever found out that he'd gone to visit 
Chester, he'd kill him. 


Munky, for some reason, was very protective of Jonathan It was a running joke with them, that Munky had a 


crush on Jonathan. 


To make matters worse, the bastards enjoyed playing up to it. Before Jonathan had gotten together with 
Chester, he and Munky would kiss each other when they were drunk, just to freak Fieldy out. 


It never failed. 

As he drove to Chester's house, he remembered how Chazy had sounded. Kinda small, lost and alone. And as 
much as he hated what had happened after Chester and Jonathan had split, he actually felt sorry for Chester. 
He really did seem sorry for everything. 

His cell phone rang, making him jump slightly. 

"Yo." 

"Yo yourself. Can't you ever say ‘hello’, like most normal people do?" said Jonathan, almost laughing. 

"No. Itd be too easy. Plus, | know it pisses you off. Thats the only reason | do it" 


"Fucker." 


"To what do | owe the pleasure?" asked David, swinging around onto the large driveway that led up to Chester's 


new house. 
"Who said it was a pleasure?" 


"Fuck you, Davis." 


"You wish." 
"Not really." 
"Whatcha ya up to, Wally?" asked Jonathan. 


Skinny Puppy or some other industrial band played in the background. God only knew why Jonathan liked it, but 
he did. 


"Just thought you'd like to hang out. Chris is in one of his ‘moods’, and is sulking at his own house." 
Chris being Chris Cornell. David, for the life of him, couldn't figure out why Jonathan was with him. 


Only one word summed that pairing up - rebound. 


"Sure. Try not to bend over in the sauna, Seeing as you're ‘Mr. Gay leon’, and all that: 

‘Its not my fault you want my ass" joked David 

"Oh sure. lm tempted to jack off right now just thinking about it" retorted Jonathan, his voice full of sarcasm. 
"Try not to throw your back out, dickwad, Later" 


"Later, sexy.” And with that, Jonathan hung up. David let out a sight of relief, and rang Chester's doorbell. 


It was Brad who answered it, a smile on his face. "Thanks for coming over, David. | don't know about Chester, 


but | really appreciate it.” 

"Is okay. Where's Chazy?" 

"Throwing up. Again. I'm amazed that he hasn't done some serious damage to his throat. He can't eat, because 
he's either ‘not hungry’, or it won't stay down It gets worse if he sees photos of Jonathan with someore else, 
or if he lets the whole thing stress him out." 


Brad stepped aside. 


"Sorry, David. Come on in" 


David followed Brad into the spacious living room, and could hear Chester retching from upstairs. 


"Wait until he comes downstairs. It gets worse. If | didn't know better, I'd say that he was anorexic. It's almost 
like he's punishing himself" Brad rubbed at his eyes, and stifled a yawn. 


"Tired?" asked David, flopping down into a chair. 


"You could say that. Chester's had me awake since around 430 this morning. For some reason, he thought it 


was a good idea to have a shower. Although he threw up in there as well. He really picks his moments." 
"Oh, that's nice. Talking about me behind my back again, are we?" 

David turned around to see a very thin and pale Chester standing behind him. His brown eyes had lost the 
mischievous gleam they had once had, and his voice was hoarse from him constantly throwing up. 

man." smiled Chester, who sat on the sofa. 


"This is such a stupid question, but why did you wait this long to call one of us?" sighed David, who'd suddenly 


realised how ridiculous the whole situation had become. 
If Jonathan knew how bad Chester was taking this, he'd have to come over. Wouldn't he? 


"Think about it, David. | make him look like a person who physically abuses his partner, | humiliate him on stage, 
and | accuse him of deliberately trying to break us up. And lets not mention the kicking ‘ol Munks gave me, 


okay?" 

"Point taken. If it's worth something, I'm apologising now. I'm sorry, Chazy." David got up, and hugged Chester, 
who winced at how tightly David was hugging him. David, however, was stunned at just how thin Chester had 
become. 

| know that Jonathan misses you. It's just that Jonathan puts up a wall sometimes. If there's one thing he 
won't easily admit to being, its weak And for him to admit that he still loves you and misses you would mean 
he'd be showing how weak he is." 

Chester nodded. 


"You don't have to tell me that. | lived with him for two and half years. If anyone knows how he is, it's me.” 


"So. What do you want, Chester?" asked David. 


"I want to at least apologise to Jonathan. | treated him like a piece of shit. After | do that, then maybe | can 
tell him how | feel" Chester looked over to where Brad was sitting. 


"Hey. Look at Sleeping Ugly." 
Brad's eyes had finally closed, and he was snoring lightly as he curled up and made himself comfortable. 
"I can stay for a while. If you want me to, that is." offered David. 


He was shocked at how badly Chester was coping, and he wanted to at least start making amends for how he, 
at least, had been treating him. 


"lid like that. Thanks. Ill try not to throw up" Chester smiled weakly. 

"That's part of the deal. The other part is that you have to try and eat something for me. Deal?" 
"Deal" 

"Good. Do you like chicken soup?" shouted David, as he made his way into the kitchen 

"What are you, my mom?" 


"For now, yes. | plan on playing Cupid later on" 


Chapter 4 


Jonathan was left to rattle around his house by himself. Chris and he just weren't getting along, mainly 
because Jonathan couldn't let go of Chester. 


Everywhere Chris looked, there seemed to be something that either belonged to Chester, or reminded Jonathan 
of him. The big sticking point between Jonathan and Chris was the photo of Jonathan and Chester that 


remained on Jonathan bedside table. 


Jonathan bare-chested, standing behind Chester, his arms wrapped around him. Chester's hands resting on 


Jonathan's arms, Jonathan's chin resting on Chester's shoulder. 

It drove Chris mad. Surely if Jonathan was, as he said, ready to forget Chester, why was all his crap still lying 
around? Jonathan had come back with the feeble excuse that it wasn't easy to just let go of everything just 
like that. 

Chris had replied by throwing the fact that Chester had accused Jonathan of being physically abusive, and in 
the media at that, in Jonathan's face. And that Jonathan was lucky to escape a court date only because Munky 
had come forward to take the blame. 

Jonathan was left standing there, slack jawed and silent. Chris had got a point. But it wasn't easy for him to 
just forget all of the good times that he and Chester had. Like when they'd first met, or their inadvertent 
‘coming out". 


Curling up on the sofa, watching ‘The Exorcist, and stuffing themselves with pizza. 


Or when they'd decided to stay in bed all weekend, getting up only to go to the bathroom, or shower. The rest 


It wasn't very often that they did argue, but when they did, everyone ran and hid. 


Jonathan was the verbally Vicious one, able to make Chester wince with one well thought out and well aimed 


sentence. In fact, when a slanging match erupted, Jonathan could make anyone cry. 

Chester, however, was the shouter. He'd rant and rave, before storming out, slamming doors and stomping 
though the house. And then Jonathan would give him the silent treatment, often for days on end. The only 
thing that was ‘fun’ about the whole thing was when they made up. 


Jonathan suddenly realised, as Chris stormed out, back to his own house, that he really did miss Chester. And 


no matter how hard he tried, Chester wasn't going to leave him alone. 


Maybe it was time he swallowed his pride. 


Maybe it was time that he found out how Chester was doing... 


It had been three weeks since Chester had rang David, and amazingly, David had forgiven him. Even more 
surprising was the fact that he'd gotten in touch with Head, Fieldy, and even Munky, and invited them over to 
Chester's house. Chester had asked Mike, Joe, Rob and Brad over for moral support. 


The rest of Korn had been shocked at how thin Chester had become. Fieldy, being the ‘sappy’ one, almost cried 


when he saw him. Head went over to him, put an arm around Chester, and just said ‘sorry’. 

Munky just glared at him. 

"Give the guy a break, Munks. He's at least trying to say sorry." sighed an exasperated David. 

| haven't heard him say it yet. At least not to the person he's meant to apologise to, anyway." replied Munky. 
'I-Id like to. Honestly, there's no-one | want to apologise to more. But not just yet. | don't want him to see me 
like this." said Chester, going to sit on the nearest chair. "But if it helps, then Munky, I'm sorry. I'm sorry for 
blaming Jonathan for beating me up, I'm sorry for this whole mess. I....| just want Jonathan back." 

Munky stood there for a few minutes, thinking about whether or not to accept Chester's apology. 


"Okay. Just remember to say that to Jonathan when you see him. No hard feelings?" 


Chester let out a sigh of relief. "You have no idea how much that means to me, Munks. Thank you." He and 


Munky hugged. 
"Holy shit, Chester!" yelled Munky. 
"What?" 


| know David said that you were thin, but this is ridiculous! When did you last eat?" asked a stunned Munky. 
"Um.......wo days ago. | think" replied Chester, suddenly finding his feet very interesting. 


"Are you okay? | mean, you've got to eat! You guys were planning a tour soon, and it's not as if you'll be able 


for a fifty date US tour if you won't eat!" 


"There's someone who's talking sense!" Mike had agreed with Munky. In fact, he'd been trying to tell Chester 


the same thing for weeks, to no avail 


"| can't eat. It won't stay down Every time | do eat something, | end up puking it all back up, so there's no point 
in eating.” Chester argued back. 


"Have you been to the doctor?" asked Head, sitting on the arm of a chair. 

"Yes. Apparently, it's all stress related. Then he tried to scare me into eating by saying he'd get me admitted 
into hospital. Said I'd end up on a drip, or being force fed. Or something like that. Meh......'Il live.’ Chester 
shrugged, not really giving a shit. 


"You do know that if Jonathan was here, he'd kick your ass sooo bad?" joked Fieldy. 


"Yup. But he's not, so he can't. So there." laughed Chester, sticking his tongue out to prove his point. 


Meanwhile, out in the kitchen, Brad, David and Munky were discussing their next move. 


"He's got to start eating. Jesus Christ, I've never seen him so thin, ever. To be honest, it's fucking scary.” 
whispered David. 


| have. Just after he moved out here from Phoenix, Arizona. He'd only just kicked his speed habit, and he was 
so thin, | thought that he'd snap in half" replied Brad. 


David and Munky nodded. 


"Sounds familiar. Remember when Jonathan used to take that crap? Six foot two and he barely weighed l62 


pounds. | could've sworn | could have counted his ribs at one stage." remembered David. 


"You weren't there when he took that panic attack in his bunk that night in Baton Rouge, though. Now that was 
scary." said Munky. 


"Yeah, so scary, you still won't tell me what the fuck happened." 
"And I'm not going to now, David. | promised Jonathan than | wouldn't, and that promise still stands." 


"Okay, but what about Chester?" asked Brad, concerned about his friend. "There's the $64,000 question. Do we 


tell Jonathan?" mused David. 
"Hm. | don't know about that option. Jonathan and Chris are practically falling apart at the moment.” 
David and Brad stared at Munky. 


"Oh really? And why is that?" asked a very interested Brad, smiling. 


Munky grinned. 


"Because Jonathan is refusing to get rid of Chester's stuff. And the photo of he and Chester is starting to 
piss Chris off" 


Brad and David smiled 
"Brad, my boy, | think we've got something we can work with here" 

"| think so, too. | think that we should give Jonathan a call, don't you?" 
Murky held up a hand 


"Slow down! Let's just concentrate on Chester for now, okay? | say we order in some Chinese food, get some 


beers in, and try and get Chester to start chilling out slightly.’ 


"He's got some DVD's that he hasn't watched yet. Just don't put on ‘The Exorcist. He only really ever watched 
that with Jonathan. And if we're going to be chilling out, then | say we watch some comedy." said Brad. 


David nodded in agreement. "| spotted an Austin Powers movie in there." 


crap like ‘Yeah, baby! for the next week?" 


"Lighten up! We're doing this for Chester, remember?" laughed Brad, reaching for the phone. 


Jonathan sat in front of the TV, balancing a bowl of Fruit Loops on his knee, and flicking through the channels. 


Damn, he was bored. And it wasn't as if he was missing Chris. 
In fact, he dimly wondered why they were even together at all. 


They had nothing in common. Chris liked being in control in bed, which just pissed Jonathan off. He was too used 
to telling Chester what to do and when to do it. 


Chris would rather go out and party most of the time, when Jonathan preferred to stay in his home studio 
and dick around in there. Chris was often up early, clattering around, when Jonathan was a confirmed night owl, 


often managing a week on only four hours sleep. 


He finally admitted the obvious to himself at ten that night. He was watching his favourite Cable channel, Nick 


at Night, and his favourite programme, "Three's Company". 


That was something he'd admitted in an interview last year, and took an awful lot of stick for it. But, as 
always, he'd thought: "Fuck ‘em. If they don't like it, that's their problem." 


He missed Chester. The revelation hit him like a ton of bricks. 
He not only missed him, but he wanted him back 


Back in his life, and back in his bed. And most of all, he still loved him. Surely he could at least lift the phone 
and talk to Chester? 


No. Not yet. Maybe even not ever. Chester, for all he knew, probably still hated him. 


But what if he didn't? What if all the rumours he'd been hearing were right, and Chester was still in love with 


him? 
Fuck it. 
He decided to phone the one person who he knew would never bullshit him, about anything. 


Jonathan picked up his cell phone, and rang Munky. 


Howls of laughter were ringing through Chester's living room. Head and Rob were giving everyone an 
impromptu performance of Dr. Evil and Mini-Me's rendition of "Just the Two of Us.", with Rob running around 


on his knees. 


David had almost choked on his egg fried rice, and then, to make matters worse, Chester, who had finally 
managed to eat some fried noodles, tried to fight back a snort of laughter, causing a noodle to come back down 
his nose. Fieldy turned purple, choking on a mouthful of beer, and Mike rolled around on the floor, holding his 


sides, tears of laughter streaming down his cheeks. 


Munky jumped, as his cell phone vibrated in his pocket. His jaw dropped when he saw the caller ID appear on his 


screen. 


Jonathan, 

He decided to take the call in the kitchen, closing the door behind him before answering it. 

"Yo" 

"Don't tell me. David told you to say that." 

"He's not the only one that knows it pisses you off" 

"What took you so long to answer the phone, shithead?" 

Munky looked back at the closed door. 

| was doing something. Sorry." 

"Look, Munks, you wouldn't bullshit me, right?" asked Jonathan, somewhat nervously. 

| never have, and I'm not about to start now. Why?" 

"|....UM....1 miss Chester, Munks. | want him back" 

Munky's jaw dropped for the second time that night. He had to think fast before he replied. 

"You still there?" 

"Um.yeah. Yeah, I'm still here. Wow. There's a shocker. 

"What's that supposed to mean?" asked a puzzled Jonathan 

"Because it's been obvious to everyone, dickhead. Everyone except you. Even fucking Chester misses you." 
"How the fuck do you know Chester misses me?" 

"Because he's told me. Like | said before, I've never bullshitted you before, and I'm not starting now. He still 
loves you, HIV. He misses you like crazy. And if you really want to know the truth, he's taking this harder than 
you. He's sick, HIV." said Munky, pulling up a chair and sitting down 

Jonathan felt nauseous. 

Chester? 


Sick? 


Fuck. Oh fucking hell. 
"How.....how sick?" 


"Well, he's not dying, if that's what you think But he's really stressed out. He hasn't eaten properly for the 
past five months. His doctor's threatening to have him hospitalised if he doesn't start eating." 


Jonathan felt like puking. Chazy was sick, and he hadn't got a clue. 

"Where are you now, Munks?" he asked, his voice small, quiet. 

MUM anne’ Started Munky, thinking fast. Ah, fuck it. Might as well tell him out straight. 

‘lm at Chester's house. We finally managed to get him to eat. And laugh." 

"We? Who's we?" 

"Head, Fieldy, David, and the rest of Chester's crew. We had to do something, HIV. And before you start 
accusing us of hiding this from you, don't. Chester didn't want you to know. He feels shitty enough as it is, 
without you screaming at him." 


"Can | talk to him? If he wants me to that is." asked Jonathan. 


"IIl ask him, but don't hold your breath. He's still a bit nervous about talking to you." replied Munky, placing the 


phone onto the counter. 


‘National Lampoon's Animal House’ was now playing in the living room, with Head and Rob leading a chant of 


‘Toga! Toga!. Munky stuck his head around the door. 


"What?" 

"Can | talk to you for a minute?" 

Chester got up, slowly, following Munky out into the hallway. "What's up?" he asked 
"Jonathan's on my cell. He wants to talk to you" said Murky. Chester's face turned white 


"l-I can't." 


"He wants you back, Chazy. He's worried about you. He still loves you, and he wants you back" 
"Oh shit. Shit, Fuck" 

"You okay?" 

"No" whispered Chester. "I wanna puke" 


"IIl tell him that you can't talk to him. But you do realise that he will end up coming over to the house to see 
you." said Munky, going back into the kitchen, squeezing Chester's hand before he picked up his cell phone. 


Chester ran upstairs, towards the toilet, his hand clamped over his mouth. 


Munky picked up his phone. "He doesnt want to talk to you. I'm sorry, Jonathan" 

"Is he okay?" 

"No. He's upstairs, throwing up. Again." 

"Fuck this. I'm coming over." said Jonathan. Munky could hear him turning his TV off, and grabbing his car keys. 


"Thought as much. I'll get everyone out. But don't expect Brad or David to leave. They've been the ones looking 
after Chester." 


| don't care. | want to see Chester." And with that, the phone went dead, leaving Munky to listen to Chester 
retching. 


Chapter 5 


Murky walked into the living room and turned off the TV. "Okay guys. All out! 

There was a loud groan from everyone. 

"Why? | thought we were trying to get Chester to relax?" asked Joe. 

Mike looked around. "Speaking of Chazy......where is he?" he asked 

Brad stood up. "Don't tell me.....he's throwing up again, isn't he?" 

Murky nodded. Brad walked out to go and see to Chester. "Who was that on your cell?" asked David 
"Jonathan" 

"Now | know why Chester's puking again. What did he want?" 

"He wants to talk to Chester. He wants him back, guys” 


Everyone was stunned. "Its taken him this long to realise that he wants Chester back?" asked a slightly angry 
Rob. "I bet he doesn't even give a shit about how sick Chester is!" 


"He didn't know. | had to tell him, just now." said Munky, sitting down, wearily. "He's coming over to see Chester. 
In fact, he should be here any minute. That's why | want everyone out. They need to spend some time alone." 


David stayed sitting on his chair. "m going nowhere. | was the first one Chester called, and I'm fucked if I'm 


leaving him now." 

Munky smiled. “Thought as much." 

"And don't think that l'm leaving either.” 

Brad was standing in the doorway. 

‘| was the one who got him to call you, David. | kinda feel responsible for Chazy." 


"Well, since you guys are staying, | guess I'd better stay as well" sighed Munky. "If Jonathan does freak out, I'l 
be the one to handle him. So | guess that means that you lot better get to stepping.” 


Everyone stood there, shocked. 


"But..." started Mike. 


"No buts. Out. Now." 


Chester sat on his bed, listening to everyone leave. The by now familiar wave of nausea began to wash over 


him, and his stomach knotted with a mixture of fear and happiness. 

He was scared in case Jonathan was only coming over to tell him to go fuck himself. 
And he was happy, simply because Jonathan was coming over. 

The door opened, and Brad came in. 

"You okay?" 

Chester shrugged. 


‘I'm scared, Brad. What if he doesn't believe me? What if he's only coming over to tell me that he hates me? 
Oh shit. | wanna puke again." 


He went into the bathroom again, and retched, coughing as he did so. Brad followed him. 

"Try and calm down, Chester. Munky told me what Jonathan said, and he really did have no idea how sick 
you've been. By all accounts, he misses you just as much. Just talk to him, Chazy. | think that's all he'd really 
like to do." 

"| miss him so much, Brad. Like you wouldn't believe. | can't sleep at night, because | know he's not there. And 
because | feel guilty for even thinking that Mike wanted to split us up. For even doubting that Jonathan loved 
me. l'm a retard, Brad, a total fucking retard." 

Brad smiled. 

"No, you're not. If l'd had someone treat me the way you've been treated, then I'd probably have done the 
same as you did. The only difference is that you're willing to do something about it. I'd have felt sorry for 
myself, and wallowed in my own self pity." 

"| look like crap." 


“Somehow, | don't think Jonathan will give a flying fuck." 


Chester ran a hand through his growing brown hair, and chuckled. 


"Jonathan doesn't know that my hair's been growing. | know what he'll say. ‘Scruffy bastard." 


"Shut the fuck up. He'd love you even if you were tied to an anthill and smeared in shit." 


Jonathan drove as fast as his nerves would let him. He'd only just started getting back into the swing of 
driving again, and he was still a bit nervous. He'd seen what a car crash could do to a human body, when he 


was working in Kern County's Coroners Office. 


Like the time he turned up to examine a crash scene, and discovered the front passenger's head sitting in the 


lap of a backseat passenger. 

He spotted the turn off that led to where Chester's house was, and carefully got off the motorway. If only he 
could've gotten there faster. After he'd heard what Munky had told him about how sick Chazy was, he wanted 
to get there as quickly as possible. 


The next ten minutes passed in a blur, as Jonathan tried to think of what to say to Chester, without sounding 
like a total idiot. Everything that entered his mind sounded stupid. 


He spotted the large ranch style property that Chester had bought just after they'd split up, and swung 


around to drive up the driveway, the gravel crunching loudly under the wheels as he did so. 

Murky met Jonathan at the door as he got out of his car. 

sis 

"Fuck you. Where's Chazy?" 

"Im fine, Jonathan My day's been great" deadpanned Munky, as they walked into the living room. 

It was still strewn with the debris of their chilling out session David was perched on the arm of a chair 
ce 

"You can go fuck yourself too. Where's Chester?" asked Jonathan 


David looked at Munky. "Was he this polite to you as well?" 


Jonathan just glared at his band mates. "For the last time. Where the fuck is Chazy?!?!?" 

"He's upstairs’ 

Brad had come down to join Munky and David 

"He's not feeling too good, though. In fact, he's just tried to throw up again" Jonathan turned to face him. 
"Brad 

"Jonathan" came the equally short reply. 

"| didn't know how bad Chester was taking all this. If | had, | would've tried to do something to help...” 
"You did enough to make him feel like this. Wasn't that enough?" spat Brad 


"Like | wasn't hurting?!" shot back Jonathan. "I was hurting too! All I'd ever done was to try and make Chazy 
happy, and then when | did, he threw me out, without even telling me why!" 


Murky stood up. "Aren't you here to say all this to Chester?" 

Brad and Jonathan glared at each other. 

"Yeah, | am. Where is he now?" 

"In his bedroom. Second door on the left" 

"Thanks" replied Jonathan, turning and heading for the stairs. "Brad?" 
Brad grinned. "Yo." 


| see they've got you at it now. Thanks. For looking after Chazy, | mean" Jonathan said, a small smile on his 


face. 
"What else was | to do? He's my friend" 


"Still. Thanks, Brad." 


Chester sat on his bed, listening to Jonathan talking to Brad. 

Listened to his footsteps coming up the stairs. 

Listened to him turning the handle of the door. 

Watched him walk across the floor towards him. 

Jonathan stood in front of Chester, a lump beginning to form in his throat. 

‘My god,'thought Jonathan. "He's so thin’ 

And pale, too. His hair had grown longer, and gone back to its natural colour. Jonathan stared at his lover, 
wondering what the fuck he was going to say. In the end, it was Chester who spoke. His voice was slightly 


hoarse, due to the vomiting he'd just done. 


‘I'm sorry, Jonathan. I'm sorry for being such a dickhead. For pushing you away. For saying all that shit about 


Jonathan placed a finger on Chester's lips. 

"Shhhhh. Quiet" 

It was Chester who broke first, a lone tear rolling down his cheek 

"You have nothing to be sorry for, Chazy. Mike told me what he'd done the first time you got together with a 
guy after you and he split up. | don't blame you for thinking that Mike was going to do it again. | love you, 
Chester Bennington" 

Jonathan raised his thumb and wiped the tear from Chester's cheek. 

"| would never, ever, do anything to hurt you. | honestly thought that you would have loved what I'd been 
planning. If | knew how it would have made you feel, | would never have done it. If anyone needs to be sorry, 
Chazy, it's me. | should've thought it through more. I'm sorry.” 

"What about the others?" croaked Chester. 

"What others?" 


"The other people you slept with. When we'd split up." 


"Meaningless. Half of them were wussies.” Jonathan joked. 


"Hm?" 
"One guy refused to even watch ‘House of 1,000 Corpses’ with me." 

| can see why he got thrown out." Chester smiled. "Is it true?" 

Jonathan reached over to hold Chester's hand. Chester, for once, did not pull away. "Is what true?" 
"You and Chris Cornell. Are you together?" 


"No. He didn't want to play second best" 


"To you. In fact, everyone was playing second best to you. | think they'd got it figured out before | had" 
There was silence for a moment. 
"Can | come back, Nonie?" asked Chester, his voice small. 


Jonathan turned to face Chester, reached up to cup his cheek with his hand. He leaned forward, and softly 
kissed Chester. 


"If you'll have me back." said Jonathan against Chester's lips. 


Jonathan deepened his kiss, gently sucking on Chester's bottom lip before lapping at it. Chester opened up to 
Jonathan, and kissed him back, holding onto him like he never wanted to let him go again. Jonathan's hand 
travelled up along the back of Chester's neck, making him shiver at Jonathan's touch. His stomach knotted 
again, but for once, it wasn't from nausea. He wrapped his arms around Jonathan's waist, pulling him closer, 
almost trying to get inside him. Jonathan moaned slightly, his hand running down Chester's back, coming to rest 
just above his ass. 


It was Jonathan who pulled away first. 


The last thing Jonathan wanted to do was hurt Chazy. Not to mention that it was the first time Jonathan had 
even thought of doing this to Chester in almost a year. Given the accusations of violence, Jonathan was, 


understandably, worried. 


Chester grinned. 


"Typical. You're not even here an hour, and already you want to fuck me. Pervert." 

"Fuck off. You love this pervert" 

"Remind me how much | love you." said Chester. Jonathan smiled. 

"You're sure?" 

Chester nodded, before leaning in to recapture Jonathan's lips. He moaned as his hands reached up to scrabble 
at the hem of Jonathan's shirt, pulling forth a groan from Jonathan as his fingernails scraped against his 
waist. Chester finally managed to get Jonathan's shirt off, and immediately began to kiss his way down to his 
treasure trail. Jonathan's hands pulled at Chester's hair, and he sighed as Chester's tongue continued to lap and 
nip at the skin. 

lm supposed to be doing this to you." said Jonathan breathlessly, staring down at Chester. Chester looked up, 
his eyes sparkling. He flopped over onto his back, landing on the bed with a soft thump, making it squeal as he 
did so. 

Jonathan raised an eyebrow. "What the fuck was that?" 


Chester smiled, an evil gleam in his eyes. 


"That was the bed. It's an antique iron bed, and it makes an awful lot of noise. You still want to fuck me? 


Seeing as this bed makes a lot of noise." 

Jonathan grinned back at his lover. 

"Ive come this far. Might as well finish what I've started." 

"Even though Munky, David and Brad are downstairs?" 

Jonathan was too busy pulling Chester's shirt up to answer him. He began to lay open mouthed kisses down 
the length of Chester's stomach, before reaching the waistband of his trousers, and looking up at his lover. 


Jonathan's hands began to open the belt at Chester's waist, before pulling at the button 


"And just what do you think you're doing?" 


And with that, Jonathan all but buried his face in Chester's crotch, flicking the zipper up to come to rest 
between his teeth. Chester let out a loud cry of surprise, as Jonathan slowly pulled the zipper open. His hands 
came up to pull at the waist of Chester's pants, and pulled both them and his boxers off in one go. Chester 
lifted his hips up as Jonathan dragged his pants off, making the bed squeak loudly. They both began to laugh. 


"| wonder if they heard that downstairs?" wondered Chester out loud. 


"Well, if they didn’t, we're not making enough noise!" 


Munky, David and Brad were sitting in the kitchen when the first loud squeak came from upstairs. Brad looked 


up towards the ceiling, a huge grin on his face. 

"What the fuck was that?" asked a very puzzled David, looking at Munky. 
"Don't look at me. How the fuck am | supposed to know?" came the reply. 
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'| don't believe those two." sighed Brad, still grinning. 

"What?" asked David. 

"Oh no." 

Munky joined with Brad's grinning. 

"Oh yeah. | think they're in the process of making up. David, that's Chester's bed squealing up there." 
David threw his hands up. 

"| don't want to know. Honestly, | don't" 


He walked over to the window and stuck his fingers in his ears, trying to block out the noise. 


Jonathan and Chester lay spent on the bed, the mattress gently undulating beneath them. 
"So, does this mean we're back together?" asked a smiling Jonathan 


"I think so. Does this mean that you still love me?" replied Chester. 


"Who said that | ever stopped loving you? Promise me one thing, Chazy.’ 

"What?" 

"Start eating again For me, at least. You've got a tour starting soon, and you need to keep your strength up." 
Jonathan wrapped an arm around Chester's waist. Chester sighed, and looked at Jonathan 


"Okay. Since it's you that's asking me. I'll try, but | need your help." 


"There's a good boy. Now, roll over and play dead” 


squeal. A AR 


Epilogue 


Somewhere | Belong lyrics used without permission No malice is/was intended throught this fic. | love Jonathan and 
Chester too much fo ever hurt them. 


SK months late. 
Chester had kept his promise to Jonathan. In fact, ever since Jonathan had decided to move in with him before 


Linkin Park's tour, Chester's appetite had returned. He'd started putting back on the weight that he'd lost. And, 
more importantly, he'd gotten ‘his' Nonie back. 


Linkin Park were half way through their tour, in New Orleans, when Chester decided to make his apology to 
Jonathan in public. 

Not that Jonathan wasn't busy himself. 

He was hard at work scoring a new horror movie that Rob Zombie was producing and directing, and loving 
every minute of it. But, after Chester had spent at least two days begging him to visit, Jonathan was finally 
there, standing at the side of the stage, perched on a flight case and watching Chester in full flow. 


Chester gestured to the crowd, asking them to quieten down. 


"I'd like you to listen to me, just for a minute. | have something | need to say, to the most important person in 


my life." 
Mike turned and smiled at Chester, whilst Brad gave him the thumbs up. 
‘| want to say thank you to Jonathan Davis." 


Some of the crowd began to boo, remembering what had gone on between Chester and Jonathan. Others 
applauded, figuring that if Chester and Jonathan were happy, then that was their business. 


"You probably noticed that when Jonathan and | were apart, | lost a lot of weight. Jonathan helped me through 
my illness, helped to get me strong and healthy again, and reminded me why | love him so much. Thank you, 
Jonathan, | love you. And this next song is for you... 


Jonathan smiled at Chester from his vantage point backstage, as the intro to the next song came through the 


speakers. 


It first began 


| had nothing to say 
And | get lost in the nothingness inside of me 


/ was contused 


And | let it all out to find 
That l'm not the only person with these things in mind 


hside of me 


What if all they can see are the words revealed 


Is the only real thing that I've got left to feel 
Nothing to lose 


Just stuck, hollow and alone 
And the fault is my own 
And the fault is my own 


/ wanna heal 

/ wanna feel 

What | thought was never real 

/ wanna let go of the pain | felt so long 
(Erase all the pain ‘til its gone) 

/ wanna heal 

/ wanna feel 

Like Im close to something real 

| wanna tind something | wanted all along 
Somewhere | belong 


And | got nothing to say 
| can't believe | didn't fall right down on my face 


/ was confused 


Looking everywhere only to find 


That it's not the way | had imagined it all in my mind 
So what am I? 


What do | have but negativity 


Cause | can't justify the way everyone is looking at me 
Nothing to lose 


Nothing to gain 
Hollow and alone 
And the fault is my own 
And the fault is my own 


/ wanna heal 

/ wanna feel 

What | thought was never real 

/ wanna let go of the pain | felt so long 
(Erase all the pain ‘til its gone) 

/ wanna heal 

/ wanna feel 

Like Im close to something real 

/ wanna tind something | wanted all along 
Somewhere | belong 


Chester turned to smile at Jonathan as he continued singing. Jonathan grinned back, knowing that this was 
Chazy's way of saying sorry for the last time he'd sung at him. 


/ will never know myself 
Until | do this on my own 
And | will never feel 
Anything else 

Until my wounds are healed 
Í will never make anything 
Till | break away from me 

| will break away 

Hl find myself today 


/ wanna heal 

/ wanna feel 

What | thought was never real 

/ wanna let go of the pain | felt so long 
(Erase all the pain ‘til its gone) 


/ wanna heal 

/ wanna feel 

Like Im close to something real 

/ wanna tind something | wanted all along 


Somewhere | belong 

/ wanna heal 

/ wanna feel lke Im 
Somewhere | belong... 


And for now, Chester did feel like he was where he belonged 


With Jonathon... 


